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now, while the church bells began to ring,
and the old ladies, with their hats perched
high on their hair, carried their little prayer-
books docilely up the hill. And the nothing
that he had would assuredly be taken away
.from him. How could he hope to keep it ?
He was turned backward, trying to clutch it
to himself, while something, the jarred and
jangled whole of him, was borne forward.

There was nothing to be done. Perhaps
he made a mistake in trying to do anything.
He made efforts; perhaps it was a mistake
to make efforts. Surrender, rather.

Mr. Boston made his first surrender by
walking slowly on across the heath. The
snorting motor-bicycles, the stiffly promenad-
ing lovers, the monotonously uncertain bugles
of the Boy Scouts, the shrieks of little boys
and girls in clumsy Sunday clothes, plunging
from the road down into the bushes, and
emerging, red-faced and panting, on to the
road again, made a hazy horizon to his
consciousness* A small fresh wind blew
untainted from the north. He took oflE his
straw-hat. The breeze was too mild to
disturb his neatly parted hair.

He felt relaxed, almost happy. A proces-
sion of curious thoughts began to pass before